lover's. When her stage colleague, Moll Davis, was sent for
by the King, Nelly appeared to be all kindness. A few hours
before the assignation, she plied Moll with compliments
and sweetmeats, the latter stuffed with the most powerful
purgative known to the science of the day.

Although Nelly amused him more than anyone he knew,
Charles was still spending as much time as possible at
Somerset House. It was during this period that in reply to
one of Minette's items of news he wrote:

" I am sorry to finde that cucolds in France grow so
troublesome. They have been inconvenient in all countries
this last year."

The end of La Belle Stuart's reign over his heart was near
at hand. In the Spring of 1668 she fell ill of smallpox
which left her beauty slightly marred, a circumstance
which effectively cooled the King's ardour, although they
remained excellent friends. But during her illness he was
quite the distracted lover. He spent hours in the sickroom
cheering the patient. He wrote long letters to his sister
apologizing for forgetting everything else in his concern
for Frances* illness, worrying about her recovery, hoping
she would not be marked badly. He was so anxious about
her that it was only as an afterthought that he added:

" My wife miscarried this morning, and though I am
troubled at it, yett I am glad that 'tis evident she was with
childe, which I will not deny to you, till now I did feare
she was not capable of* The Physicians do intend to put her
into a course of physique which they are confident will
make her holde faster next time."

But no medicines, no charms, no prayers, no baths could
give Catherine the child she so greatly desired. She swal-
lowed gallons of nasty compounds, she wore all sorts of
rings and amulets and tokens; she made regular pilgrim-
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